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LOVE ADVENTURE, MEN 

WHO THRIVE ON A GOOD FIGHT, WILL A. 

! BUT THE BLACKHAWKS SET 

— R THEIR PARTICIPATION ! 
IE THAT WAS 
, „n^i, t i-.i. , rem ,- uSHT THE FIGHT FOR JUS- 
1 TICE ! THEN THEY WILL RISK THE CRUELTY OF 
A HATE FILLED TYRANT SUCH AS TARYA OR ; , 
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SPIDER MAN 

'T'HEY were busy talking around the old dining 



back by the dusty window. N< 

catch the fly. He sat there for a long time, his 

beady eyes glued on the fat blue bottle fly, 

watching it bumble and hurl itself stupidly at 

the window pane. After what seemed an hour, 

the fly bad batted itself within reach. Louie 

made one swift snatch and it was caught. He 

held his big hand tightly closed so no one would 

hear the muted, angry droning of his precious demandel 

captive. »P ». p ««>" 

At the table Big Red was whining, "How . "N""^"''" J«* »*» WW*. ''Jul 

much longer w. gonna stay holed up in .hi, )»" s.«mg here." 

forsaken dive, Max? The heat oughta be off by Max took a step and his voice rose to I 

"" • ' *'-' - ■'•'■- ■'•>. He'sfe 



He knelt now, drooling a little in his eager- 
ess, and threw hi, fly at the heavy web. The 
ig fly hit the web and stuck, struggling, hi» 
jrious beating of wings rising to a shrill whine, 
he sound of the whine reached the table. 



a big fly. I told him to get those spiders outa 
,Ie, cold eye, nere . They give me the „„„,_ , ean , t stan<J w , 



ire, lou< 



like 'em," Louie said. "They're purty and 
is-r-» 



"Now, now," Max said placatingly. "Cut it 

Out, you two. It was lucky Pete threw in with Max howled a shrill curse and swung his 

us. This old farm of his is just like layin' out in "> » savage, impulsive slash. The back of his I 

Mexico or maybe South America. No. cops ever caught Louie's face and knocked him bad 






' called Big Red. But 



,ds flat on the table and 
g. Max's face was chalk 
full of fea. 



The endless bickering argument went on at 




the table. The gang had been holed up for a 


touch him. I just sort of over-reached. You know 












"Not ever again," Pete, said. 


hurt Louie. Pete was his brother and they were 


"It's those spiders," Max said. "For the love 


all afraid of Pete, even the deadly Max, But 


of Moses, make him stop feeding those spiders, 


Louie was not afraid of Pete and the thought 




made him stifle a giggle. Everybody was afraid 




of Pete but him. 


up and feel 'em walkin' on my face. Make him 


The spider was in his web in the corner, down 






Pete looked at the fawning Louie. "Get rid of 


shells of dead flies and a limp moth. He was a 


the spiders. You hear me? Get rid of 'em. W« 



"Sure, Pete," Louie whimpered and he put his * 

hands over his face and cried, rocking his big "Yes," Louie whimpered, scrambling to 

body. "My purty spiders." *"«t. "I'll hide yuh. I got a place. The old n 

cellar. Nobody even knows about it but me a 
Pete, and Pete's dead." 



Pete went to town that afternoon, 

had lived on the farm as a kid a..- ..„ ,- 

thought anything about his coming in for mail He turn ' d and to"**"* «™« "w Y« d w.th 

s. Nobody knew about! 



id. And all afternoon, while Louie scuttled to the corner ° f brokm wa 8 on box > there 

ound, keeping out of their way and getting rid weeds, and when he had slid it aside a li 

«.:. ..:j.« m. a h:„ u.j ... —j „u:... r . black pit gaped up at them. There was a r 

. ladder down, and the shadow of rotting s: 



»ny day. And I'm sc 



it my flashlight," Max shouted. "Hurry, 



.. ...oment later, flashlight in hand, Max was 
afternoon wnen Pete's old car letting himself down into the old cellar. H. 

; into the yard. Max was on the paused at the bottom and glared up, his face 

.ie was watching from the back incredibly evil and menacing, his hand on the 

om our mouthpiece yet?" t „at thing back and keep still. Understand? If 

Pete said. "We must be still hot. you give me away, I'll get you if it takes a 



He shoved the heavy wagon box back over tl 
hole and, for. good measure, he staggered froi 
the barn with hundred-pound sacks of feed t 
pile into the old, faded wagon box. He was fit 



At that moment Big Red stepped from behind 
the tool shed, right behind the old touring car, 
his gun in his hand and his thick lips peeled back 
in an ugly grin. "I got news for you, too, Petie. 
Me and Max, we decided to make it a two-way 
split." 

Louie heard the gun go Blam! Blum! Pete was 
half out of the car when the slugs hit him and 
whirled him around and folded him over the 
door like a dish-rag. Big Red was still laugh- 

his own gun out. Big Red died with that laugh spmers." • 

frozen on his face, along with the surprise and Louie knelt and put his face close to the box. 

know? Now it's only a one-way split." » U down m there -" 

Pete had fallen out of the car now and Louie, "°P en U P ! " Max howled. "Get me outa here." 
running across the yard, was holding his broth- "No," Louie said. "You hadn't oughta had 
er's head and crying. Pete opened his eyes and him kill my brother. Now Pete ain't here to pro- 
looked past Louie at the grinning Max and his tect me any more and I'm afraid when you're 
face twisted. "News," he whispered. "Joke's on up here. I ain't gonna let you up so you can 
you, you rat. The Sheriff's on his way out to, hurt me. I'm goin' away, up in the hills, to 
look around. He thinks you might be hiding out Grampa's farm, and I ain't ever comin' back." 

across the weedy yard. Behind him the scream- 
ing stopped. Now there was only a kind of 

driven mad by fear. Louie began to run and 

(laughter and he wasn't afraid any more. 
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;' World's Greatest Construction Toy 





You Practice COMMUNICATIONS 

I Send You Parts To 

This Transmitter 



You Practice Radio SERVICING 

On This Modern Radio You 
Build With Parts I Send 




